Prison for Fems

By 

The Bitchfinder General

Synopsis: The growth of crime and terrorism has led to a radical rethink of criminal justice. A new Europe-wide superstate has been agreed to as the problem has got too big for any one country to handle any more. The President of the new superstate (known as Europa) and his Cabinet agree that new laws are needed to tackle the problems of society, and new punishments too. This is the story of one of the new prisons for women offenders.

Chapter 3


After lunch, I went back to the routine of questioning the prisoners. They were a mixed bag but all of them had at least committed genuine crimes, though, in one case, only under the new laws. However, it was in my eyes definitely a criminal offence.


The first to be processed was a German girl called Anke Dorf. She was 24 years old and had been arrested for terrorist actions carried out during a so-called “protest” against globalisation. Dorf had damaged property, thrown missiles at police officers trying to protect the owners of shops, and resisted arrest. At her trial it emerged that she also had information, downloaded from the internet, on making bombs. She denied that she had intended to actually carry out bombing attacks, but the court did not believe her story. No more did I.


The verdict of the court was that Dorf should be sentenced to imprisonment with hard labour for the rest of her natural life. She was the first of the “lifers” in the new intake of criminals I held captive at Fotze Schloss. I marked her down mentally as a real threat. She was obviously one of the most intelligent women under my control and clearly had a violent streak. Definitely I’d need to keep an eye on her.


The next one was, in anything, worse even than Dorf. She was a 21-year old Pakistani girl called Fatima Ali and she had been found guilty of conspiracy to cause explosions. For her crime, she too had been sentenced to life imprisonment with hard labour. I knew that someone as fanatical as her would need 24-hour watching. Maybe she’d be the most dangerous one of them all.


The third of the last five girls was more by the way almost of light relief. She was a 30-year old Spanish girl called Maria Gonzalez who’d been found guilty both of adultery and domestic violence. Apparently, as well as cheating on her husband, she had a habit of going for him with a frying pan or anything else that came to hand when she flew into one of her unpredictable and fiery rages. The court had sentenced her to 10 years for her adultery and a further 25 on the domestic violence charge. I’d have to see to it that Gonzalez didn’t get assigned to kitchen duties!


My next client was a more complex character. She was called Isabella Rossi, and was a 38-year old Italian lawyer. It seems that most of her work was done on behalf of Mafia bosses.


It was certainly a different kind of indictment from some of the stories I’d heard today. Rossi knew the type of people she was working for, and chose to defend them and even, in the days before the new laws, get them acquitted of the most serious crimes. The court had sentenced her to imprisonment for 35 years with hard labour. She wouldn’t be able to pull any lawyer tricks in my prison, anyway!


Finally, we came to another of the women I had already, just on a brief glance, identified as a potential troublemaker. She was that in spades all right. Gillian Francis was her name, and she was 45 years old. Francis was the tallest and biggest of all the women who stood before me, at 5ft 11 inches high and 15 stone (that’s 210lbs). She was also, so I found out from her record, an expert at martial arts, being a black belt in judo, karate and aikido. I would obviously have to keep an eye on this uppity bitch!


She also had the worst kind of bad attitude, towards just about everything. Francis hated any sort of discipline, hated men, and hated practically everything and everyone from what I could see. She’d been brought before the court on a bewildering variety of charges, but they all added up to one thing – a lousy attitude. 


Francis was found guilty of lesbianism, and sentenced to a term of seven years for that offence. She was also found guilty of spreading feminist propaganda, a crime that now carried a 10-year sentence. On top of that she was found guilty of being the leader of a feminist organisation, a crime that was now punished by an automatic 25-year prison sentence with hard labour. Finally, she was found guilty of aggravated feminism, which basically meant that she had refused to undergo counselling for the process of attitude adjustment that might have won her less time in prison. For that crime she was sentenced to life in prison with hard labour. It all added up to a Class A troublemaker. But I knew how to deal with her kind, and there’s nothing I enjoy so much as breaking in an uppity bitch and teaching her the error of her ways. Francis was certainly going to be a challenge to my skills of persuasion. But I always won in the end. Even the worst kind of cunt could never resist my special kind of therapy.


That was the new intake for today. So far we had 40 women already in residence at Fotze Schloss and now another 12. The prison could, as I said earlier, hold up to 800, and with the new laws I don’t think it’s going to be too long before it does! 


Let me tell you a bit about the prison itself. Fotze Schloss is perched in the middle of the Swiss Alps, which of course are some of the most beautiful scenery in the world but a real pain to any prisoner planning to escape!


Apart from the mountainous and isolated location, in winter, as it now was, the temperature outside never got more than one or two degrees above freezing. And that was on a good day! For these girls, who would be naked throughout their time in prison, with the exception of the times they would have to be put into some kind of punishment costume, escaping naked across the Alps would be impossible. It would literally cost them their lives even to try it.


The prison is divided into four levels. On the upper floor, the prisoners eat and enjoy indoor recreations during their leisure time. On the middle floor, they carry out whatever work in the prison needs to be done inside rather than outdoors. The ground floor is my office and various other sections of the prison administration. The basement area is where the cells are, housing the convicts that I have to guard and punish. 

There are 50 cells in the basement set aside for solitary confinement, but at the moment the lippy O’Shaughnessy is the only occupant. The other 750 are mostly empty at present, of course. We assign four women to each cell, two double bunk beds being fitted to the walls of the cell. There are no toilet facilities in the cells, each prisoner being required to dispose of her waste in the bucket provided in the corner of the cell. The women have to empty the bucket once a day when they get up in the morning. As you can imagine, by reveille the cells smell pretty “high!”

There are no washing facilities in the cells either. The only permitted form of washing for a criminal is the compulsory morning shower and the end of work shower for those sentenced to hard labour. Showering is always done in cold water only. Only the hardest soap and the roughest towels are provided for the women to perform their ablutions. Shower gels and shampoos are not allowed to be used, just as the use of perfumes and make-up is strictly forbidden to the women. Brushing teeth is done morning and night, with only the roughest tooth-brushes being permitted to be used. Teeth are also brushed in the shower block.

There are no chairs or tables in the cells, no phone, no radio, television, music players, or any frivolities of that nature. There are no curtains at the windows, only the high bars of black steel opening on to the darkness outside. 

The beds too are purely functional, being two double bunk beds with hard wooden boards and one rough blanket to cover the prisoner at night. Only the hardest pillows are permitted, one to each woman. In winter, the temperature in the cells is turned down to the lowest possible degree compatible with not causing illness among the prisoners; in the summer, it is turned up to as high a level as can be tolerated without making the prisoners ill. 

No natural daylight ever enters the cells, nor are there any clocks on the wall. Prisoners are also not permitted wristwatches. The walls have no decoration on them, not even wallpaper, only a monotonous grey paint to cover the stone walls. Harsh fluorescent lights illuminate the cells, and are turned on or off from a central control panel. The women cannot even turn a light-switch on or off!

Three meals a day are provided, all eaten in the communal canteen except for those working outside, who have a packed lunch provided for them; those in solitary, who have their food brought in to them; and those put on “suspension of privileges,” who are not allowed to eat at all during the period of their punishment. 

Breakfast consists of a slice of melon, a bowl of porridge, a slice of dry bread without any butter or margarine on it, a glass of orange juice and as many glasses of water as the prisoners like. Lunch is a bowl of clear, watery soup, followed by a green salad and some fruit. For the evening meal, another bowl of soup is provided, followed by a hard boiled (hard cooked) egg on a slice of dry toast, a main dish which is changed daily (I’ll give you the weekly menu for it in a moment), and more fruit. A glass of grapefruit juice is provided and the women can drink as much water as they like. 

The main course menu is as follows: Monday, a curry dish, always made as hot and spicy as possible; Tuesday, spaghetti; Wednesday, risotto; Thursday, a stir fry; Friday, a fish dish; Saturday, chilli, always made as hot and spicy as possible; and on Sunday the prisoners are allowed pork chops with three vegetables. 

We do not tolerate “faddists” about food. I can already predict that Ali is going to refuse to eat the pork on Sunday. Well, that’s her choice. She’ll just have to go hungry, that’s all. Any vegans or Jewish prisoners will also have to lump it. What I give them is what they get. It’s their look-out. 

There is also a “Death Row” in the prison, which at present has only two occupants. Both richly deserve to die and they will both answer for their crimes this week by paying the supreme penalty under our laws.

The first “capital cunt,” as we nickname them, goes by the name of Natalia Korsakova. She is 28 years old and was convicted of being a “hit woman” for the Russian Mafia. Korsakova killed a family of five, including both parents and their three children, for money. Her payment was $50,000, but her true reward came when she was arrested, convicted and sentenced to death. I shall look forward to executing her in two days time.

The other capital cunt is Amalie Poirier. She is 45 years old and was convicted of the brutal murder of her husband. He had grown tired of her and proposed to divorce her and remarry. Under the new laws, that meant that Poirier would have received not a penny from her wealthy husband by way of compensation. Eaten up with greed, the Frenchwoman killed him instead. She did her best to make it look like an accident, but she was not clever enough to cover her traces.

Poirier was arrested, tried, convicted and sentenced to death for her crime. In spite of various witnesses who testified that the death of her husband was an accident, the court found her guilty. The witnesses who testified on her behalf have all been convicted of perjury and will be arriving at my prison in two days time. I shall be executing Poirier four days from now, so her friends can learn from her just punishment never to transgress against the majesty of the law.

There are a variety of methods of execution available to me in the prison. I have a choice of hanging, the electric chair, the gas chamber, crucifixion, the Iron Maiden and burial alive. No doubt we shall add new refinements to the punitive process for recalcitrant fems here in Fotze Schloss!

